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Who after the heroes' fall held the fierce Scyl-

fings,

Framed the folk-rede, and further thereto
Did earlship-deeds.    Now is haste best of all
That we now the folk-king should fare to be

seeing,
And then that we bring him who gave us the

rings

On his way to the bale : nor shall somewhat alone
With the moody be molten; but manifold hoard

is,                                                                   3010

Gold untold of by tale that grimly is cheapened,
And now at the last by this one's own life
Are rings bought, and all these the brand now

shall fret,

The flame thatch them over : no earl shall bear off
One gem in remembrance; nor any fair maiden
Shall have on her halse a ring-honour thereof,
But in grief of mood henceforth, bereaved of gold,
Shall oft, and not once alone, alien earth tread,
Now that the host-learn'd hath laid aside laughter,
The game and the glee-joy.    Therefore shall the

spear,                                                              3020

Full many a morn-cold, of hands be bewounden,
Uphoven in hand; and no swough of the harp
Shall  waken  the warriors;   but the  wan raven

rather